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Women yet shell be yohen -
Under my lash; and your mey Mgy
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PERSONS AND GROUPS
(In the Order of théir Appéarance)

SPEAKING PERSONE
MUTHER
DAUGHTERS

g’“’l b
S Woman
CHE DEEBOIT AT
THE EQONZ

Sold

No one with a knowledge of life and a fajth in humanity will think it extravagant to believe that in the crowds in Nassau Street, in Broadwa}'- iy F!fth_ AV"’;“;_; are _}“ddd'"‘

e one knoa;-.s 'wI;al Ty Cobb in one crowd, or Caruso in the other, doomad te live his lifé and die his death in 6bscurity. It needsa fnofé_’w‘aﬁf. faith to !:elieiie amid ¢ .saebcrwh:!.
infinite in the variety of types, that a single yearning makes them oné—a yearning for self-éxpression. ¢ néwsboy on the corner, crying his wares.l.n. yom.r _eafr. m:ayf'* ave-:&u_ s
dreams of Wall Street. The broker's cletk [ooks to have nothing in his mind but thoughts of his midday chop and coffée; !ie passes from ?’6'-" mll"ld as hef)b%“? 61 YI }: R
sight; but he may, for all you know, be thinking instead of what a painter he should be with only a turn of the dice in his favor. And .I-f. they live 9ut their lives a8 cler . s gots se A pearay ,
il i il d i i : i k s¢ locked their talents out of sight. Each one of us has his sectét g Groupt—tomes for trg.mﬂk

and newsboy they will totter along in old age still dreaming of the great figure they might have cut if luck had not locked their g : oy ang Qirty 13
belief in himself—and would probably be mightily ashamed to cotifess what it is! ' . ALL HEARTS
The pity of it is that these timid impulses have gofie 56 long unltocked. That théy are thers;

Felehed  grme
(AR
THE

Slty' atid awkward, no one will doubt who has seen the eager response to

Ou,[ of that blasphemy, fhee, shall g,
i HEATTE ) —— , - an opportunity of expression, such as Mr, Percy MacKaye has evoked in his community plays. The suécess of his “‘Caliban,"” a play for the commuinity p:f\?'cd db_y_ t}}l',c COT:: H:”““”; "t‘.;: "‘:;‘w fo i3 450 Bl
PA_NTOYM{M“‘I BRBEENS gtk murity itself, was more than a personal success for its author—it was a proof of the innate talent in our people. Along came a plper_—gt ﬁrSt no doubt thOUghL ma E“’ °t5"'“ d. .‘I!Ot?;;:'i!s ShikReny W
_l‘ﬂf;:RI%L;Ll;‘;EN motied anybody who would to act with him -a part'or sing- a 'song.  And, géo.(:l graciou.s! Pe‘éﬂe. ‘Nhfa th_ﬁughf_fhérﬁse[lﬁéi du?l{ fbu’hd sud.:anlﬂﬁ:tﬂic:s;!’n ‘:;ube::fa] m;ﬁ | (he’ Citare St fo; s
ED . i sing, simply and acceéptably at least. We used to envy the innate artistry of the Japanese p8aple—an artigity ot of i“d“’id“‘“l' _“t 8 face. . it e ‘E Ceiun b?a nati;:nal | s e Sies) iy b g
i-ﬁl.:aowms OF HE DESPOILER ' unaffect, unabashed, may be beyond usasyet. . But. the hearty response to these community plays, whetever. they hiave begn ofgatized, is at least one significant sig | Bhi 1;[;;1, Bfi‘;r-ll-hn =
e ' “impulse which it needs only the years and the practice to improve. : . : g Py : have enlistad | The -apri;‘;_:'eﬁf Goga:“_::l:?a"“\‘"
Hinwor Now comes Mr. MacKaye with & new masque for presentation by everyday people. On the stréngth of "Caliban's'’ wide ap?eﬂl. the Red (jro.ss mml.agerse"ac‘m“ﬂ N B0 B ot
(Women) Mr. MacKaye's unique talent in the' composition of a folk-play, to spread the spirit of the Red Cross organizatien first of all and a little more than'mtf?d.ental y to r;:: y 2 f slsugh om g
' rolment toward the enlarged membérship of 50.000.000 in the Christmas campaign. The utilitarian end of this Mr. MacKaye has accompllahed “'“h"“t_""ﬂe“ce to the facauty ok And ashes of Death. Babes—sonsgy
AR tis dtamatization of the Red Crogs spirit.  "'The Roll Call'* is distincfly more than an'appeal for new members: it is a simple, & moving, and a 'be"““h‘l Sp‘fd*‘dc °f_ 8 star{ my daughters! '
® simplicity which suits it to open air spaces and to the akilitiss of any talent, however moderate. A string of its striking ecénes is téptodiiced on thl_s page by kind permission o | (Peaide her. thatwo Dadghtess v b0 el
Ti Mr. MacKaye and the Red Cross directors, that readers may judge for themselves-the merits-of a spectacle soon to be ptoduced undér Red:Cross direction 41l over the country. | ———
CeRlhay prandentt) i Immediately the pidee has been played in Washington before the President, as head of the Red Cross, and before the directors from all parts of the country, the masque will be Tenth ACliDI]
PARTICIPATING GROUPS AND . staged in at least 5,000 esmmunities, (The Drums)
LEADERS SRR e For the guidance of producers and players, wherever it may be given, the designs for the stage-setting and the costumes, by Mr. Robert Edmond Jones, are to be pub-
N RN OF 01 RSP AS DIVISION

lished in color along with the play.
Séction, along with the striking past

i lr; wf rrigli fircnpk, with Hanneg-Hearers
F.J’g"f:ha'r?r..rt-"aii (irAtipd, with Banner-Bedrerd
CAGEANT EOLLOWERS OF WERCY |
: H;.E?-J\hFTR-HF.A ER OF NUASERS DIVISION |
Nouipes Gfoups, with Ranner-Bearers |
lotent Groups, with Bnnnrr-B?_ar- |

OW; from the cirwumfeﬂiﬁeéﬂm,
N gudicnce, and eireling the Place
] of action; low and Huffied 1,
Mutmutous Drifiming Hegiig iR,
Through it. All Hearts speaky to thy
Heralds.

These sketches, admirable alike {or their spirit, théir vividness and their sitfiplicity; aré reproduced to-day on a page in The Tribﬁnat Graphic
er, by Mr, Arnold Genthe, which will soon bé séen all ovet the country. . K.
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1 He at once challenges thie Mother and |
charges her with weaving a  spell
agaifist him. Tle descrities how Pain
hds been stiangely cured by a shadoivy

) THE GIRL

VOLTATWERS OF REARON Mother, why were we born

N R ; PAETIVE SERVICE | ; :

PGk 193 ”_ o Rt ! Hallowed by quiet watars

o N T v, | In 408 $3{th of A ‘Beautifil, i ta:
mbtrow,

ALL HEARTS
Runners of Joy—Runhérs of the by
Winds!—Hark!

: Mr. MacKaye’s Preface

| i osid Washi A A, figure standing by het bed. Poverty, | o8 b ¢ 4 o
AN B ; - . At dhe inzitation of the Amervican Fed Cross, National Hed qunrters, Washington, this Masque has beei | row laughing and gay: mwockd at him, | ¥ou not hear—do you not heay thy
AN o ORI o | Gy oW bt f o lauzhing and gy
NIVISION

written, sith the aim in particular of serving the canse of the Chiisitas Boll Call=—the dizr_nh'-.‘rlg af fifty milliop
members under the Red Cross—and in general of praviding ¢ dramilic erpréssivn of the Red Cross Spirvit
nseful b ity wostdewide organization af any tinie.

By & tempest of shame and slaughters,
Perit in a4 house of poisoned sorrow-—
Here—here—on our breasts the bramd
OFf Iim—the Despoiler’s hand®

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Mother, swhere is he gone
| Our f:).ljlm'. T'r_‘a(‘c. who was wrilh us
i Yesterday? Why in the ddasen
\

—my drums?

with  Bannsrs Rolline, they call—volling out of th
dark,

Fhrobbing the heart-beat of life, ax gy
daybreak comes

Throbhing hedrt-red with the young Ta
‘morrow-—the dawn

That wakens all sleepers: all t8iléh, o
peoples as one.

Hark! Harken! They wake themeny
peoplés. © Runuers, begote,

And brihg tiehi—my workers=Bbfop
Thei groups and their leadets: bring
them, with ehorus :
And banners nnd bugles and roll-bsat—

my heart-beat—of drums!

| Pestilence has vanished. And the De- |
Mycagingm Livouns, spuiler demands to know the namé of
this weaver of such spells, this accom-

plice ol the Mother. All Heéarts ({he '

Fearer: . . et
Noitivig Groune, with Bunner-Bearers
X5
b

v RN HERALDS
('ﬁ'rf{';f';rdr.\ IIIIf‘:r’.'n".'I-I:'."'-' THVIRION, With BAN-
NER-BiARERN
- DRUTM M RS
(RUMPRIRRS

Lof this purpose. it aines, by ith constinetion to be af scrvice anywhéve to communitics, laigr vr stmall, vy @ spirit of the Red Cross), the Mother an-
vealé modest or claborate aceording to loval conditions. i]:])i:;rm .thli: n:::*ne. cﬁlé o tthDespoir;—

- I order 16 render ity production the tiore practical and simplé, the téxt here priuted is fallowed by at I v is .I‘li'lﬂ‘lli. to fall upsn the Mother hey |
Appentlin containtng raplicit degigns in calor, togeth f iwith commeaits rogatdity such details of acting, lighi- ! four sons, Sloldie¥. Sailor, Laborés and |
gy selling. music, costitmes, ele., as seem pertinent anrd N!fl;flr}ffu'}l‘.;i'f. Aviator; apfiear: while the hlfsbaﬂér ;

A growing, wital idéal of editeation it owr new ane wurgey the principle that all %5ho séek lo undérstand and calls to his trusty henclimen, Rapine,
grasp the cssenlials of Mieir entironmont—ihether in Irade, tabor, att, governiént or the great sucial move- T“;liﬂl’- HU“EEF‘ ﬂl'!l'l‘ Hate. ; .
thents of our lime-—yhall personalty share and lake $ome definite part in doihg 1hat which they aim to wnder- F'w'o:iisGa]—lm:{Il'll@ Aﬁf{iigr-su(lgé:!yt 1:_‘:\::‘;;
sland. their swords dnd hold up the hilts, four
blazing Red Crdsees, whieh, &b¥iking |
terror intb the four horrid supporters

(CHORDSES
I, (Wumen« Voires entri: Choros of Woman.
Rend. .
TL (Mined Voicer, with Soprane Selal: Chorm
ot the Ali-Forsaled ) .
IE  (Mixgd Yoicssi: The Fowepr of, Gentlen
IV, (Mised Voieesd: Choros of Al Hearla:

|

Did he twdlk in &léep: and bequeathe us
Only a dream-~his dresming
| Of men in their noble seeming
To heal the horrible scar
Of men as they really are?
For now—now the Despoiler is eome,
Atid thia 14 our hothe—our home.

THE GIRL

Ptelude

(Tha Toeray |

N the backgreond, a great Door#ay |
rizes in  schadew, 1ta mespive graw

it principle

— participalion-—is the prime motive of community drama.
Lo take positive, voluntary parl in creatineg and inlerpreting e dramatie production imbued wilh e Large
! il @ [} L

: ¥ i | : ‘ Taiier (Ar she ecfapes, the rumbling Prom 80 o
Bk firan theme guickens the interest end imagination of e participator with frésh understardings of this theme | of the Despojler, drive them cringing i LR lﬁﬁﬁhﬁ“‘%

tord cloes + 4 ; A i & 1 , : S J y ’ . B : : 5 S Dot . . ARt b s s r s S CEONT Y

TUD {he fovesrinaily &n elihes Side, a He hag takei ”'"_-‘ ane T wwas tof wed, Heeays more deep and enduring theay anp mere negative witiessing of a pldy, reading of a story, ?tsf?ﬂmﬁ lo e | a]\\ag. Hven Ulﬁ; Dee.pm{ler._ m;“ nueh ""?:ﬂr'l‘-;"ﬂkfe"‘vﬁi‘ql. 8 s LA 5 g
Zatn, lsgser in sire, I3 14 by a lantern THE YOUNG WOMAN | loeture, or studying of a treatise, ercated and developed wholly apart from kis own fhitiative. i S _(-u|11r1.1lar|: . tl?e SihE B E:\‘;-:t:w’!ﬂ:-I::'-"rl:zu';Ihl""l=;:rr:ra?a r'ﬂa 3
£ Tle hans taken my wedded one-—he is o ! g e i 7 i R ek . e away. In hi¢ terror he turns towdrd Vied Tross Vorkers und . Partioipagl
abore. _ : : - Lo the sanumbered workers for the Bed ( rass, their own shavé of sérviee in that gFeat soeial organism is a HoAt Cutés,  whikh e 1 “lufble, as Hhes prter in Coler, A PRgsidn

Boltegan tia: Boornas and talss; walis= | dugd. B T e I S con Sfinnisas uii il : | the great Gates, which new open ang | Anid At Ted 10 the tevarning HomIde oo

hung with gray—shut in an obléng space THE GIRL dntt of educaling erpy rzrn.( c based cssentia Lipan thiv vital primeiplé-—pariicipation. reveal a glowing tablean of All Hearts. plners of grouping, amid the Marching
(forming the stagd), at the cefili¢ of | 15 tpare no DiEhE T TRrCY o e I has weemedd, therefore, to the woriter that the kind of er

. . £ s - - . » nf the ChHorgy )
pression in art peeuliarly adapted. by kinship, £ ;

which A low séet in rdised the height of crs i the form of communily drama—a manifold form, capable of in-

voe step by a larger dais
Frem Fthe entire length of the oklong
Apace; hroad steps dedeend fo the assemmbly

| rising in beauty from her Shroud, bend- | -

| ing over the forms of the Mother’s chil- |
dren, now freed from their Slavery, !

while the Pities, gr ped about, ook on. |

o the use and inspiration of such wwork
finite variety.

THE CHORUS
Hail, © Light of AN Héarts
Shintng az e gonl,

THE YOUNG WOMAN
18 there no champion of love —Mol one
Who counts his own pain less than an-

No il iy with the relish of ‘@ sincere lape, and seith a quick sense of the ;’riga': privileye conferred on him,

f
| Through the storm of batile
plaee of the andience, throngh which fent other's? that fie subimits to their use the simple caperiment af tlis community Masque, | Guiding to our goal!
aioles lead to the open gromnd-spacs in THE GIRL New York, 22 October, 1915. PERCY MACKAYE. T Nigtor doinge W Rle Bt o7 reimeeld | Clowd of Wrong surrounds
front of the stepa. = W Where are vour sons—ous hr.‘ntherr.’.; I.'ng.rfr ,:'.e, '|'1»=n:3«-ryr":r.1|..i- Flared, dird speili Dark of Hato and Ire:
S s . i ', - e i - - e . wAth fioarde murmar, ! 4 . = s
. Fan:lcr l':“'{- _?EF:L?; :;:E:ll:; o: ::r-:utom'- He smt them forth--the Despoiler | = O bt of new: worldst: My vool fallie | Pm‘:m:g gnide ws!
two nearer aisles, is h i ; L ¥ 8! b sr—| i i
e | ; : o £ ; : : 3 Vi Corira wide s
BRIk Clotis s chera 5 L octe L | onpth | LOMe, with a hallowed sign, There shall the all-forsaken hail | Love lived a hermit, and his labors, dons yer, and my erumbling porches! : L;””, :m- hatlow'd five!
Frem {hare, before the atrtq-ian b;ﬂn? 8 Stt_:ﬁt. them threugh ovean and earth Come, with a siegn of fire, Thy sign! ! Alone, were erdshed: But now-— (Falling firostrote. He fed prone s ¢H8 Choris Ly -
Women Voices of the TIHHORUS are héar and air

And purge this house of our dreams
from him—-from him, the Disipoiler!
i O hearts, Thow: I wait; Twait for your

—— .

Fifth Action

singing, to & pensive niuzie,* cadenced like
the megsure of soft, ciow Teot{alls

THE CHORUS

bursl o inglng, and tlem Vlslon brightens
IR dplenfor) =

THE CHORUS .
Al furil the povier of Gentleness f

“To sptead his einpire more afid more:
Ah, when will they turn to our father's
door

All mereies now shall work as one:
I'ov Pity Otganized liath power more
preat

Sing, O Vaice of All Hearts
Choral v one ery!

' ' T i him, and restore? (Al Tenris That all the Hosts of Hate. li'hore [nre oll feny r.’P.-"'_‘"" | btl‘;;‘:f”ﬁ:‘ (n:ah;c ':t': >:':: fig!
lrarth! How drenmily HIESCERSSHNI Sa i Eettope T orAtes dimalin . _ : THE MOTHRER Lo purge the derk Despoiler's balls: | ARG
Upe thy Doors of Life!— i THE MOTHER " ‘-- \_‘, uf sl 1.1-‘ polier rrlr-.n frany whihin) N OW, as the Chorns veases, a light . e 4 l-rl: ‘ FLY ”,r,”,_" Fope 0T SteRiias I fie the nisihty ;IIR’MPI

Darls and ailenity | Brittle as the broken wings FHE VOICE OF 1THE DESPOILER i of dawn beging to fill the space | And Whe are i'lmsrf' (U HEA S Mo of pain shall cense;
CThge thy Gater of Déath! Of birds ars woman's questionings. Again Lefore the Gieat Dogrs, whese | 10 free the wotld?

thitieard call ws!
Now et my vituals comamenco:
Ho, Pestilenee!

1o, Poverty—aud Paiy!

0 woitiefi,-—-daughiers of miine!
! "Tis ants to watch for a sign
| That néver comes—that nevér ¢omes.
THE GIRL

, hore Hatved glowered gind Himger
L thralteid
Avd Tervor dicellcd with Pain,

Tlieve Merey brings her ministering

Giray-Shreuded Figure s sesh
standing beside the Motheér, who speaks
alowd in wonder, twhile still the dark ia |

ALL HEARTS
You bore thent from yonr side.
THE MOTHER

By thy sliadow'd poreh
Watts our Womanhood :
Far, &n allen potha,

Chivrenre coil ue
’ Ta the world's relensé!

T

I =T =
; oot e i m'-"-f,r.',' | thinning. . i My t'lli!ﬁrp-ril:-:-tlllt my bahes and daugh- e rann Epiloguc
War our battle hosts. | (Btarts, with Ufled faie) Ly, g "'rrrrj,‘rw.'f"_elf - THE MOTHER ~ ters lie 5 T e e Forth agai. - N
l Mather, once more T hear them—drums! ; lurid taper, :t-;-.-.r'.’,‘}',m‘,?_.; | Where? - Where?—0 healing Sign, that ‘ I bondage yonder, and my strong sons i £ {The Roll Uall) )
: i - P B . eteain o e athe Wi, e the | 1. - i - ;i G . 5
When, el when—bétuwédn ‘ Liaten—their rolling call. 4 ".'1_“”"-‘-’ s ,,,{L:"h_[.;_,. i disappears n [ die b e thivugh the Tyraits crtmib.. URING th., Chorus, (_‘_ﬁllll::l
Dark &nd darle—shall our | (Fatmtly the murmirous  Urum-Reats s re- S ; Rl Yot still abides in faith! | Fighting td serve him—:the Despoiler! Tl shalts Heralds in pageant regalia
Yearaing Mother-Love : ek b A b " | Hath now no music throbbed within my l ALL HEARTS . New warlds their hosts convoy formed a cordon completely =
Weld &1l heakls of Mak? ; THE MUTHE_R “lipzer | pars, | Nav ; f 4 .. ’ | rounding the Audience, as with & n
B ——" | The call of our hearta-—'t is all Wi Torward, the | N vaning hreat | ay, Lo hail the power of Gentleness d-whit \and
et i | Andienothi | A6 ooy Nl that| - oF moaning Breath | They faint no mere—nov fight-—1io serve And ciroun that rer with joy! | and-white il Sodi H4
i < FONSSSHIRTR | oM Dane o pinck | Of chofrs?  Heth here no. heartered | = pic il — - | And how, as the Chorus ebds,
Iz 18t Acll()ﬂ | 'T',HEI YOUNG WOMAN ',"‘I."l"l"'&u]-ll--'ul - "'f“rnln ; r'.‘f.' ! L'ross—.. . : [ oot fr]ine:' our WL, thilt shail waylay | the grouping spacés of the Pnﬂﬂf
'+ Mother and Daughters) TEL v ko Lo tmerh Beine & lame TapLoar or | Noostar-bright Shape—burired through | Ang teap Ain in his lair, | gleam in massed glory around her, e
: > ; | Mother, it might be true M UESPOILER, Seminam aiohs  fhe | oo g . atic ) ! stands at the centre. All Hearal
HEN the Action begins, the stage 1 ¢ : Ei grouped forms of the Baughtses and chil. | Y Bel THE MOTHER (The Heéd Cress) | ghe stands a € eentre, Al
A 2 ogIns, That all e are hoping for— T inkor, and B Chaicren BB Baplas, 1 O SHAHGW S OF Bt o dréam— | % 5 : 7 s s | to the Audience and Participants.
i# silent and shadowy. | (Harkh, froin wlibin, & brazen gong reshunds, ShAe - TR GonaaRa A A dream oncé more!— | Yet hon? URING the final etrains of the |
Thl:t‘l. smmd‘mg’ far UE and and o hoarss Voles eryving alvapd ) Very falntly wt first, but swelllng steniy i

rare ol tho Chorgs singy
melody of Choplpn's

ALL HEARTS ALL HEARTS
muffled—encircling the ecntire audience

tn. the throbhing |
Y ]

Chorus, the Despoiler rises. As |
“Murohe Funelice ')

' Made visitation'at thi
. THE VOIGE Made visitation 'at this door

With a rhytlimie rumbling—drams begin |
te roll Al first hardly audible, their
low beating quickens faintly louder,
holds a sustained momenit of murmurous
thunder, and wanes apain more slowly
away into silénce.

With the first rumbling seund, ane of
the great dovrs opens a narrow slit and, |
through dim light from hehind, the form

tall and graciously maternal

Clad in black, a gray black veil flows |
hehind and about her shoeulders. shelter-
ing below the forms of two halfinude |
(ihildten in white—who eling to her. On
the smocks of the Children, ie rost-hued

~véd, the imprint of a huge hand is vague- |

I¢ outlined.

As the Woman comes slowly forward,
with them, and eits on the low dai=
d6ut, two other Female Forms, clad in
gray, glide through the closing door,and
approach on either side. S

On the robe of each, belo'w her left
breast, m rasty red: the same huge im-
nrint of a hand is visible.

Qre of them, a lithe GIRL, pauses—
listening-——and spoaks 1o the weated |
Woman. -

THE GIRL
Mother—hear them:—the drume! |
THE MOTHER
Hush! O. be still—be still.

Purding, the ather oné—a Weoman, Foung MWt
nurtkres=apiale jow )

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Linten, Mother;: it comes
Upward from valley and hill,
Fur-beating,—What can it be’

THE MOTHER

The call of our heating heniris ,
Iehoing back. We hear it
e where our hope departs;
But time, nior atermity,
Mzn, nor ministering epivil .
None hears it bui us, my daughtars. !

of a Woman entérs—a Figure nobly !

More of my branding—mure!
Ho, Rapine!—Ho, Terror!

Here Rapine and Terror rush 1 to
soize the two Daughters, After them

Hunger appears to claim the rémaining .

Two Children. He comes at the hehest
of Hate. Last of all, the Despoiler him-
golf appeard, preceded by 2 dramatic
‘présentatién of his Shadow.

In the THIRD ACTION the Mother
pleads with the Despoiler for her chil-
drefi; and reseives from him only t-gu'.n‘ts
for her losses. The Degpoiler citps his
insolent speech with the triumpliant an-
fiouncement that Peace, mate of the
Mother, will never return to her again.

ey

Fourth Action
("*Lonely and Starless™)
EFT alone now—to low strains of
music—with face upraised, the
Mother speaks.
THE MOTHER

+ O hearts of dur éarth’s sorvaiy,

Heatrty of her singing!

Hearts of the dumb breasts of broken
peoples!

Hearts of the live upspringing

Children, which are the éhimes of thair
tuined steeplesl

Hearts of a strange To-morrow

| Struggling for birth fn the labot of old

bowed women,
Begotten of strong wmen's pain 'mid the
fisry slinging

- Of bombe! Hearts—hearts of rehellion,

horn
Of weakness and bondage and scarn!
O hearts of the swimming
Athletes of surging air--
Hearts of dréamer and toiler. ¢
Of joy-—of despair!

- Héar me, all hearts! and with mine.

'The heart of a mother—conkpire!
L5

THE CHORUS
Lonely nnd starless,
After the battle,—
Moon dark, and sun
Moaning walchers le,
frlood dive and blind, stare the lid-

less elres of Pain.

deted—the

Stevless ol lopely,

Stark ti the wan wiglit,

Hawntod  with  dreanis,
liones of Poverly.—

Pale, thiewgh the gloowr, ylide té
ghoste of Pestilence.

Pise the

Lomely and starless—

Lord of the outeast!—

Where shall the all-forsalien fail
Thy sign?

fxaw, a5 the Fleures pause, sAd the  Musie
chianges (o & ctradn oaleslinl in it tenitorting

¥ ik single Soprann Volce), tdar 3
if the Tahleau of the Dispoilerjar;-
ess ilroueh wiell = slngle BEam 6F white
tight, faillie 4t the rd. umlues  tha
sothor, and bestile her s Figurs shrouded
I

Inx off the phrouds the Figora
outhiil and sraclouy. lad
Glanelng at 1k | i
Molher, =

tender cadanedy of ':hln_ Eoprenn Volcs
ceasds (ouahed by (he Wwhite Léam
veaid the slgn to the Mother.)
THE SOPRANO VOICE
(Solo)
Lo, glimmertng wpon Thy breast,
Love—=tltumined with Thy hellow'd
light—
Love rovealetl there Thy heart-red
cross
o fieal the all-forsalen of
BOFPOIL,
-H-.n_\l_,ilir_g_ ."'ni"!‘.'fj Arme, the Adther rio

to - tho
aE b |
Hhp A

their

LR o T o R« T 1 SR T8 M S e e
In Flineds the Crigsa aud Plgure i

] wgaln the dlm Forms rl# Peitl-
Povarty 4 Paln tegin to mon L=
nward bening the Jostng Danrs, vl

tis deapens 100 tho throbhing
Aurni maren.)

THE CHORUS
Lauely aad stayless.
Lovd of the putenst ! —

 thale

OF dreamers dead?
CEeebiy Suddiily the ‘Sheouded B
What are yvou?
THE FIGURE
You have said,
e

(AR
N sl

which bangy the
1L elows ag

THE MOTHER
O dream!—And was it yeu whoe ¢ame?
THY FIGURE

I hearvd you vall;

& Hie agn
a0t

a1

Yet ere you spoke, as deep as spirit
plumbs,

| Uanswered with my drams,

THE MOTHER
But I—1 prayed te all
Hearts of ail peoples!
THE FIGURE
So you ealled my name,
Fov I am All Hearts, and all peopled
are mine!
U bring theiy life-blaed in this hallowed
sigh—

The Red Uross, and within that firé—
With you, with me—their wills tonspite.
THE MOTHER
But this dim shroud ' —Why art o cop-

vealed?
ALL HEARTS
Within the house of death life must be
healed

| In hidden ways to meet the world again:
| And we, who match our wills with pain

To outwit the great Despoiler,—we

Must make our deep conspiracy

Work from within, disguized in death's
own garb,

Tl we shall turn his poidoned barb

Against himself—and set our wounded

THE MOTHER
Al you will free them?—<How "
ALL HEARTS
By my earth-wide Alliance, sprung
From many lands. Tao long

R .

igure before hery |

At an tha Mother poors torwacd, the |
fUl her ehrond, revealing on her |
S|

| No!

To snare

The soul-shake ahd the cuttle-

Man-beast, the hrain of Merey must be
subtle .

Even as he,

And foil the camouflage of Crueliy

By eraft of love more keen,—

So I have bLeen,

For now behold—éven at the tyrant's
doors—

These new conspirators!

CAmdd anather wurmiue of Yrums 1o Hosdt af the
CHted mt onee snpear Feur Tall Farma, nlay

Shronded o G
Comlng . or

oLt and

rel  THA e

L Join mne An-
8 Renr

thia dMother
THE MOTHER
tIn wander
But who ave these?
ALL HEARTS
_ .-'f.h. they themselves shall tell!
For now I 2o
To meet our common enemy, and dwell
Here in his house. to work his over-
throw,
vELEo mGves e xo.
~lOther etirts th prevent her )
THE MOTHER
Theve is ruin!
ALL HEARTS
Have 1o fear:
(Siigring agaln har small fed (ross)

| This cross shall be my taligman

!

Aguainst all harm.
fSha mbves on, clowe to the Great Déoras
et e .

In the SIXTH ACTION the four
shtonded figurés suddenly reveal them-
selves to the Mother as hey four wound-
ed sons—the Soldier, the Sailor, the
Laborer and the Aviator, Yet oach
cunfidently tells of the coming over-
threwe of the Despoiler, and they deter-
1irz to set upon him at once, there in
their house, which he hns i{nvaded.
While they awsii his appearance they
vetire imto the shadows,

In the SEVENTH ACTION the De-
spoiler enters, in angered amazement.

| Ho, Heralds of my Red Cross! Hail ye!

the music ceases, he shales his !

clenched hands above him, and ealls ia
rage.
THE DESPOILER {

All Hearts!—All Hearts! You, in your |
vigion of Pities,

Not you shall confound my dreams’
will of my dréaming

Builds in eternal Hate—builds en your
flame-charnelled eities,

And the blood of their corpses; upsteam-
ing!

CBIATHIE Carsatd AEsin tomard the onntrk o

The |

b ot 1e

Vidlon, “ahvuptiy e 1z coafrented Hr Dar I
¥ 14 babale i Grost Dotts, Iy
mimber—a fEDT CIOES

riliea bail Lands over
rer ing m

\ £ oaf Jight @ bl
o1f) ¢ | ng of Trimpsts,
Standing with their faces turned tomrd the
;’nln‘ Altlen, the Four Sbns hfr tielf smord-
TR ftH.
At thelr dlgdal, Assm the Alslen four a1l -

¢ Bunnere rush {oward them and, mount-

alremy, reach the {op, a5 ths Trur

we, antd—appearing high In the hack
r slanding ws upio alr—All Tlearie
g with cléar-ringing valee

ALL HEARTS

Hail, above
His falll Ho, Courage—Mercy—Reason I
—Love!

e Four Haraldy-—the Bien of thin P

o Criise tin
thelr bremste, thair ahvera nrrﬁi,nii'-trearhlug 1
from thelr Stahdardi-—gn|yee the Molher at
tie contrm, then stand basidd the Faur Sony. |
si addutante
_ Mfeantima, the Deapoller—hal? howed, #nd
Eroning-—etriltes ad his eyeg,
with lm'riih € Eesture,
o, whlUe b kpeaks,
shadowed

and greahs loud |
BileRtiy; from the

. nd lieneath Al |
Hearis, her droups of Llgh reappeas, abifg:
Lo emargs. )

WDHCE _ mropnd ;

_ THE DESPOILER |

Light! Light of new worlds! Blinder of |
me, in niy vesrning |

Power! O'light of old dreams, awakened |
to watch now the spurning i

Of me—me, in my dawn of darkness!
Ha, duper and foiier! : E

Striker down of the strong in hate—
despoiiing the Despoiler!

Light of All Mearts! Yeg, strivkén am
I, but nat broken

Yét—~I am aware; I am wige: 1 am il |
—the will which has laated

© Out there=—in his blinded rage, ofil

| DM, disillusioned —or young.
| Heckless of misery—none o

Pilgrims of the Red Cross!

You, whom Courage and Love,

Mercy and Réason convolke heré
Now at my ecalling!

Wakeners of a new wotld!

Wakers—who yet can dream,

And through the day etill carry
Visions of starlight.

We—xou and I, you and 1—

We gursélves, must ctill dream

And erganize thiz starry
Masque of to-morrow.

We are not near the énd,
But the beginning: Theie—

Roams the Despoiler.

Rankling with hatei and out thetd=

Under some unknown star—

Ervcoding on ruined lands, Peace
Yearns for his children.

We, thet-n« ad J—

Each of us—c: 1 all=+

None teo podr o iicouraged,
Weak, or ton weary—

But each shall act his part, and
Sharing with All Hearls—

Join our conspiraey, still

Back from the doors of Peate,

Forth from the house of life, 10
Drive the Despoiler.

Join, then, actors of truth! el
Pledge me your names and your
Jofts our Red Crosk, to the kindling

Drums of my roll call!
Ry e ear 2 R
“ ‘ f L
AR Teluing. (bt Spibde

1 heir a
Andigy trrn :l:'.%%ﬂi-

g .‘?

INaw, tn




